EVENING

kept the appointment in person and alone, the writer
should give himself no further trouble in the matter :
*' I am not to be making myself to become one fool for make
laugh peoples who swell themselves to be big and the heads
of them are full of beans." The threat had sounded
genuine. Waterlow had had a hunch that this unknown
correspondent meant business. He had paid no more
attention to the remonstrances of his staff and kept the
appointment. To his surprise it had been a woman who
had seated herself on the bench beside him and murmured,
" foulez-vous me sutvre^ monsieur ? " So he had followed
her through the fro re, misty air of the February night
along the crackling paths of the Gardens. Looking round
from time to time to see by whom perhaps they were
being followed., and seeing nothing except the blur of the
city's lamplight beyond the silhouettes of dripping ilex-
trees, and here and there on the benches lovers oblivious
of time and sodden weather. At last they reached the
main gate. The woman had taken up her stand on the
pavement by the stopping-place for trams, and when he
had jumped aboard the great clanging car he had sat
opposite to her and had seen that she was old and wrinkled
and dressed in rusty black. About a mile from the heart
of the city the woman had alighted at a general stopping-
place and turned off down a side-street. By this time
the darkness of the night had cast a slight chill upon him,
and he had begun to wonder whether after all it was
prudent to follow that old wrinkled woman dressed in
rusty black into this dim silent quarter of the city whither
she was leading him. Not that he had fancied any non-
sense about being kidnapped by Germans, but in the
course of his work he had had to make himself a nuisance
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